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How James got Cooties 


Author's Notes: 

Haha yep, just another extremely fluffy Dave/James fic from me, | know they\'re not all the same ages, but | 
thought it would be cute if they were all in the same class P 

It\'s a bit longer than | intended, but oh well. 


Anyways, enjoy!!! 
Disclaimer (I\'m writing it here because N'm not sure how to do it properly): 


| don\'t own Metallica or Megadeth, so yes, this is all fictitious, however, if any of the events depicted here 


are true or close to the truth, then it\'s a) pure irony, and b) a damn good reason for me to start fangirling 


the hell outl! 


"The new kid's weird", said the freckled boy named Adam who sat in front of James. 


"What kind of weird do you mean? Like Lars? With a funny accent and a girl's haircut?", replied a short boy 
with a shaved head named Chris who sat next to Adam. 


James now wanted to shove his crayons up Chris's nose for insulting his friend. 

"Nah, not like Lars, or not even like Bug-Eating Brody, he's just weird. Kind of like those stinky tough kids who 
always steal stuff and their dads are those scary guys who ride those big motorbikes everywhere, that kind 
of weird", replied Adam. 


Poor new kid, James thought to himself, they didn’t even know the new guy and were already labeling him off 
as the type that your parents told you not to play with, oh brother. 


"I think maybe you should just talk to him at least before you start thinking up silly stuff about him.", James 
interjected, Adam and Chris glanced behind them, giving him a dirty look before laughing and going back to their 
gossip and their coloring books. 


"Hal | know James will be friends with him, he always makes friends with the weird kids.", Chris laughed, 
pretending James wasn't even there, James clenched a fist and tried to focus on the dog he was coloring. 


The dog had to be purple, naturally. 


"Yeah, look at Lars, Cliff, Kirk and Jason, all just plain old weirdies!", the boys both laughed. 
"Cliff's a nerd!" 

"Kirk's creepy!" 

"Lars looks like a short little girl!" 

"Jason's goofy and crazy!" 


James's crayon snapped in his hand, Adam and Chris looked over their shoulder upon hearing the crayon break 
with self-righteous smirks on their faces. James decided it would be ridiculous attempting to fight the both of 
them, so he decided to go find Kirk and Cliff to play with. Cliff was calm, Kirk was kind, he reminded himself. 
They could always be found outside, chatting with the teachers or reading books. 

Kirk read books that scared James too much for him to even take a peep in most of the time, Cliff read a 
kind of book that had a funny name, something like novels or norvels, that seemed to go on forever! They had 


no pictures and some had over 50 pages! 


James spotted Kirk with Cliff and Jason, Jason had a green bucket on his head and was lying in the bushes, 
covered in dirt. 


Jason contently rolled in the mud whilst aiming an imaginary gun at Kirk, who ignored him and happily continued 


reading his book about the catacombs in Egypt with Cliff. 


"Is that book.. fastinating?", James asked, trying his best to sound clever in front of his friends. 
"Fascinating, you mean, and yes, indeed it is", Kirk replied kindly, passing the book to Cliff. 

Jason made a few odd clicking noises before shouting ‘HEADSHOT!', and receding further into the bushes. 
"Adam and Chris were talking about a new kid." 

"A new pupil?", Cliff lifted his head, 

"Yep, do you know anything about him?" 

"No, but | know what he looks like." 

"Huh, what does he look like?" 


"See for yourself”, Kirk pointed in the direction of the car park, which was out of reach due to the large 


wooden fence. 


But the fence had gaps, gaps perfectly designed for little children to see out of. Jason jumped from the bushes 


to join James in gawking at the new student, James closed one eye and peered out of one of the gaps. 


A ginger boy with a sneer on his face was kicking a tree, his mother snatched his hand and guided him 
towards the door, he let his body go completely limp and slumped down in the grass. 

"He's really not like this most of the time, he's a good boy, aren't you, David?" 

"Shuddup, this place stinks, take me home! I'm sick of changin’ schools!"; he cried. 

His mother gave the teacher a saccharine smile before tugging at the boy's jacket. 

"Dave, sweetheart, I'll give you some chocolate if you behave and go inside, please", she pleaded with Dave, he 


hesitated for a second, glaring up at her, his face now covered in dirt and grass. 


James could hear the sound of dirt being shoveled near him. 

Suddenly, a groan and a few more sounds of dirt being tossed, and Jason was smiling at him from the other 
side of the fence. 

"Jason! Get back here! You'll get in trouble!" 

"No! Come on, James! Let's go meet him!" 

Jason's goofy smile and bouncing up and down on his heels managed to persuade James to crawl under the 
fence, now both covered in dirt. Jason bounded towards Dave, almost tripping on his own shoelaces, whilst 


James shyly walked behind. 


"Whaddayoo want?l", Dave snarled, he said things in an odd drawl, he sounded as if he was trying to sound like 
a bandit from an old cowboy film.. who also had a cold. His black jacket, wide brimmed sheriffs hat, and torn 


jeans fit the attitude, he continued scowling at the both of them. 


"m Jason! This is James! | wanted to see if you wanted to play soldiers!", Jason replied, a goofy smile on his 
face as he offered a plastic soldier to Dave, who smiled slightly before scowling again and snatching it out of 


Jason's hand. 


"Yeah, whatever, it's for babies but alright", Dave replied, suddenly, he turned to James and gave him a 
strange look as if he was staring at an angel, or some sort of alien, James couldn't quite tell, a smug smirk 
creeping up on his face. 

"Whaddidya say yer name was?", Dave asked, arms crossed over his chest. 

"| said his name is-" 

"Hey! | said what did HE say HIS name was! Not what you didl", Dave snapped, Jason sulked and pulled the green 
bucket lower over his head. 

"l'm James.", James stared at the ground and toed the dirt. 

"James, huh? Awright then, thats a good name! You ever been kissed before, James?", Dave leaned in close to 


him, standing on his tiptoes as James was slightly taller. 


Stupid smirk still on his face and eyes wide, glaring right into James's, which made him slightly uneasy, James 


felt his face heat up as he tried to avoid Dave's gaze. 

"N-no, why do you ask-", James was cut off by something warm pressing against his lips, it was Dave's lips, 
his eyes were squeezed shut and his cheeks puffed out. 

James stood there wide eyed and red faced until Dave pulled away 5 seconds later. 

"Phew! | almost ran out of breath there!" 


"Yuck! James has cooties now! Hahal", Jason yelled before running off and back towards the fence. 
"D-DO NOT! YOU CAN ONLY GET COOTIES FROM GIRLS!", James shouted, unable to do anything other than stand 
there, shocked, watching Dave chase after Jason 


"YEAH, BUT IT'S STILL GROSS! DAVE AND JAMES SITTIN: IN A TREE, K-I-S-S-I-", Jason was cut off by a lump 
of dirt clunking against his bucket helmet. 


Dave was beginning to like this new school more than he'd thought, he complied when his mother asked him 
once more to go inside, not even bothering to ask for the chocolate. 

He didn't even mind the fact that he probably had cooties now, nor did he mind Jason's teasing, or even a red 
faced James plopping a large flower on his head at the end of the day. 


